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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HOUGH the mixed Drama of the laſt Age, 

called Tragi- Con edy, has been generally con- 
demned by the Critics, and perhaps not without 
Reaſon ; yet it has been found to ſuccced on the 
Stag: Both the Comic and Tragic Scenes have been 
applauded by the Audience, without any particular 
Exceptions. Nor has it been obſerved, that the Ef- 
fe& of either was leſs forceable, than it would have 
been, if they had not ſucceeded each other in the 
Entertainment of the ſame Night. The Tragic Part 
of this Play has been always eſteemed extremely 
Natural and Interefting ; and it would probably, like 
ſome others, have produced 1ts full Effect, notwith- 
ſtanding the Intervention of the Comic Scenes that 
are mixed with it: The Editor, therefore, would not 
have thought of removing them, if they had not 
been exceptionable in themlelves, not only as indeli- 
cate, but as immoral : For this Reaſon, he has ſuf- 
fered ſo much of the Characters of the Porter and 
the Nurſe to remain as is not liable to this Objection. 
He is, however, do account, not only for what he 
has taken away, but for what he has added. It will 
eaſily be comprehended, that the leaving out Some- 
thing, made it abſolutely neceſſary that Something 
ſhould be ſupplied ; and the Public will be the more 
eaſily reconciled to this Neceflity, when they are ac- 
guainted that the Additions are very inconſiderable, 
and that the Editor has done his utmcſt to render 
them of a Piece with the reft. Several Lines of the 
Original, particularly in the Part of Jſabella, are 
printed, though they are omitted in the Repreſenta- 
tion. Many Things pleaſe in the Reading, which 
may have little or no Effect upon the Stage. When 
the Paſſions are violent, and the Speeches long, the 
Performers muſt ei her ſpare their Powers, or ſhorten 
their Speeches. Mrs. Gibber choſe the latter; by 
which ſhe has been able to exert that Force and 
Expreſſion which has been fo ſtrongly felt, and 
ſo ſincercly applauded. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


A E N. 


ö Count Baldwin, Father to Biron and ? Mie. Bows 
1 Carlos. 5 N 


Bren, marry'd to Valbella, ſuppos'd zur Carrick, | 


Ls: dead. 

| Carlos, his younger Brother. Mr. Davies. 
J. Villeroy, in Love with Jſabella, mar- 7 

| ö ries her. 8 . Havard. 
| Sampſon, Porter to Count Baldwin, Mr. Bronſby. 


A Child of 1ſabe/la's, by Biron. 
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Bellford, a Friend of Biron's. Mr. JeFerſin. 


| Pedro, a Servant to Carlos. Mr. Walter. | 

l 

| 
WOMEN. | 
Iſabella, marry'd to Biron and Villeryy. Mrs. Cibber. | 

| Nurſe to Liron. Mrs. Bennet. | 4 
| Officers, Servants, Men and Women. | 4 
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SCENE, before Count Baldwin's Houſe. 
Enter Villeroy and Carlos, 


Canrlos. 


ss HIS Conftancy of yours will eftabliſh an 

T * immortal Reputation among the Women. 
yo Vil. If it would eftabliſh me with 
N I/abella 

Car. Follow her, follow her ; Troy Town was won 
at laſt, 

Vil. J have follow'd her theſe ſeven Years, and 
now but live in Hopes. 

Car. But live in Hopes! why, Hope is the ready 
Road, the Lover's Baiting-place; and, for aught you 
know, but one Stage ſhort of the Poſſeſſion of your 
Miſtreſs. Fu 


Vil. 


. 


— — — 


— — ä — ——— ws 


— — — Do 
— 2 oe — = 22 


2 9 rer — — 0 
„„ ——— 
I N By p _y 
- a" - 


—— 


* 
F 
{| 


} 
— C —_— * k 
*L LCD. " - «T2 "Ab 
ene _ 2 7 = » IEG 
EC * Y E 
e "Wb my d * 
r N 1 
r 18 
= % 4 1 4 
N bay I 2 Wi 3 * 
L a bs 
* wy, 3 * bl 1 
WA. e 4 ; V's 
CR AY 1 TE \ 
a * 
=. AC 4 Pits 7 
. 4 


«>, OT IE WL. FE, 
ORD, , . 4 


11 
iy! Va 
$1 TOY 
3 


N 


7 FP 
3 
1 
N 


. N 
OS a r 
* _ 


1 
R 


8 2 


6 ISABEL LA, 


27. But my Hopes, I fcar, are more of my own 
making. than hers; and proceed rather from my 
Wiihes, than any Enconragement ſhe has given me. 

Car. That J can't tell: The Sex is very various: 


There are no certain Meaſures to be preſcrib'd, or 


follow'd, in making our Approaches to the Women. 
All that we have to do, I think, is to attempt 'em 
in the weakeſt Part: Preſs em but hard, and they 


will all fall under the Neceſſity of a Surrender at laft. - 


'That Favour comes at once, and ſometimes when we 
leaſt expect it. 
il. I ſhall be glad to find it ſo. 
Car. You will find it ſo. Every Place is to be taken 
zat is not to be reliev'd: She muſt comply. 
Lit. Im going to vilit her. 
Car. What Intereſt a Brother- in- law can have with 
her, depend upon. 
Val. I know your Intereſt, and I thank you. 
Car. You are prevented ; ſee the Mourner, comes ; 
She weeps, as {even Years were ſeven Hours; 
So freſh, unfading is the Memory 
Of my poor Brother Ziroz's Death: 


! 


1 leave you to your Opportunity. [Exit Vil. 
Tho” I have ta'en Care to root her from our Houle, 
I would tranſplant her into Yillzroy's — —- 


There is an evil Fate that waits upon her, 
To which, I wiſh him wedded Only him : 
His upſtart Family, with haughty Brow, 
(Tho' Hilierey and myſelf are ſeeming Friends) 
Hooks down upon our Houſe; his Siſter too, 
Whoſe Hand I aſk'd, and was with Scorn refus'd, 
Lives in my Breaft, and tires me to Revenge. 
They bend this Way— 
Perhaps, at laft, ſhe ſeeks my Father's Doors; 
They thall be flut, and he prepar'd to give 
The Peggar and her Brat a cold Reception. 
That Bey's an Adder in my Path they come, 
III ſtand a-apart, and watch their Motions. 

[ Retirer. 


Enter 
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Euter Villeroy, with Iſabella nd her little Son. 
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Iſa. Why do you follow me ? Yon know, I am 
A Bankrupt every Way ; too far engag'd 
Ever to make Return; I own you've been 
More than a Brother to me, been my Friend : 
And at a Time when Friends are found ne mere, . 
A Friend to my Misfortunes. 

Vil, I muit be 
Always your Friend, 

Iſa. I have known, and found you 
Truly my Friend; and wou'd I cou'd be yours; 
But the Unfortunate cannot be friends : 
Fate watches the firſt Motion of the Soul, 
To diſappoint our Wiſhes ; if we pray 
For Bleflings, they prove Curſes in the End, 
To ruin all about us. Pray be gone, 
Take Warning, and be happy. 

Vil Happineſs ! 
There's none for me, without you : Riches, Name, 
Health, Fame, Diſtinction, Place, and Quality, 
Are the Incumbrances of groaning Life, 
To make it but more tedious, without you; 
Wat ſerve the Goods of Fortune for ? To raiſe 
My Hopes, that you at laft will ſhare 'em with me. 
Long Lite itſelf, the univerſal Prayer, 
And Heav'n's Reward of Well-deſervers here, 
Wou'd prove a Plague to me; to ſee you always, 
And never ſee you mine! ſtill to deſire, 
And never to enjoy ! : | 

Iſo. J muft not hear you. 

Lil. Thus, at this awful Diftance, I have ſery'd 
A ſeven Years Bondage — Do I call it Bondage, 
When I can never with to be redeem'd ? 
No, let me rather linger out a Life 
Of Expectation, that you may be mine, 
Than be reitor'd to the Indifference 
Ot ſeeing you, without this pleaſing Pain: 
I've loft myſelf, and never would be found, 
But in theſe Arms, 
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J. O, I have heard all this! 
hut muſt no more the Charmer is no more: 
My bury'd Huſband riſes in the Face 
Of my dear Boy, and chides me for my Stay : 
Can'ft thou forgive me, Child ? 
Child. Why, have you done a Fault? You cry as 
if you had: Indeed now, I have done nothing to 
offend you: But if you kiſs me, and look ſo very tad 
upon Me, I ſhall cry too. 
Ja. Kiy little Angel, no, you muſt not cry; 
Sorrow will overtake thy Steps too ſoon; 
I ſhould not haften it. 
Vil. What can I fay! 
The Arguments that make againft my Hopes 
Prevail upon my Heart, and fix me more ; 
hoſe pious Tears you hourly throw away 
Upon the Grave, have all their quick'ning Charms, 
And more engage my Love, to make you mine: 
When yet a Virgin, free, and undiſpos'd, 
I lov'd, but ſaw you only with my Eyes; 
I cou'd not reach the Beauties of your Soul : 
I have ſince liv'd in Contemplation, 
And long Experience of your growing Goodneſs : 
What then was Paſſion, is my Jadgment now, 
IThro' all the ſeveral Changes of your Life, 
Confirm'd and ſettled in ade ring vou. 
Iſa. Nay, then I muſt be gone: If you're my Friend. 
If you regard my little Intereft ; 
No more of this; you ſce, I grant you all 
That Friendſhip will allow : Be ftill, my Friend ; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give : 
I'm going to my Father: He needs not an Excuſe 
To ute me 1ll ; pray leave me to the Trial. 
Vil, Im only born to be witat yo; w ou 'd have me 
The Creature of your Power, and mit | obey; 
In every Thing obey you. I am Lag | 
But all good Fortune go along with you. [Exits 
Ia. I ſhall need all your Wiſhes —— [Ancchs. 
Lock'd ! and faſt ! 
Where is the Charity that us'd to ffand 
In our Forefathers' hoſpitable Days 
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With open Arms taking the Needy in, 
o feed Mid clothe, to comfort, and relieve em? 
Now even their Gates are ſhut againſt their Poor, 
LSV knocks again, 


Enter Sampſon ts her. 


Samp, Well, what's to do now, I trow ? You knock 
as loud as if you were invited; and that's more than 
I hear of: But I can tell you, you may look twice 
about you for a Welcome in a great Man's Family 
before you find it, unleſs you bring it along with you. 

Iſa. I hope I bring my Welcome along with me: 
Is your Lord at home? 

Sump. My Lord at home“ 

Iſa. Count Baldwin lives here ſtill? 

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here: And 
I am his Porter: But what's that to the Purpoſe, good 
Woman, of my Lord's being at home ? 

La. Why, don't you know me, Friend? 

Sap. Not I, not I, Miftreſs; I may have ſeen 
you before, or ſo : But Men of Employment muſt 
forget their Acquaintance ; eſpecially tuch as we are 
never to be the better for. 

[Coing to ſput the Duor, Nurſe enters, having 


overheard him. 


Nurſe. Handſomer Words would become you, and 
mend your Manners, Sempſn: Do you know who 
you prate to ? | 

Iſa. V'm glad you know me, Nurſe, 

Nurſe. Marry, Heav'n forbid, Madam, that I 
ſhould ever forget you, or my little Jewel : Pray go 
in {Iſabella goes in with her Child.] Now my 
Bleſſing go along with you, wherever you go, or 
whatever you are about. Fie, Sympſon, how could'it 


thou be ſuch a Saracen f A Turk would: have been a. 


better Chriftian, than to have done fo barbarouily by 
o good a Lady. 
A 5 Samp. 
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19 SAS LL A, 
Samp. Why look you, Nurſe, I know you of old: 


By your Good-will you would have a Finger in every 
body's Pie, but mark the End on't; it I ag call'd to 
account about it, I knoy what I have to 1aF. 

Nurſe. Marry come up here; ſay your Pleaſure, 
and (pare not, Reſuſe his eldeſt Son's Widow, and 
poor Chid, the Comfort of ſceing him? She does 
not trouble him ſo often. 

Sanp Not that I am againſt it, Nurſe; but we are 
but Servants, yon know ; We muſt have no Likings, 
but our Lord's; and muſt do as we are ordered. 

Nurſe. Nay, that's true, Sampſon. 

San p. Beſides, what I did was all for the beſt: 1 
have no Ill-will to the young Lady, as a Body may 
ſay, upon my own Account; only that I hear ſhe is 
poor; and indeed I naturally hate your decay'd Gen- 
try: They expect as much waiting upon as when they 
had Money in their Pockets, and were able to conti- 
der us for the Trouble. 

Nurſe. Why, that' is a Grievance indeed in great 
Families; where the Gifts at good 'Times are better 
than the Wages: It would do well to be reform'd. 

Samp. But what is the Buſineſs, Nurſe ? You have 
been in the Family. before I came into the World : 
What's the Reaſon, pray, that this Daughter-in-law, 
who has ſo good a Report in every Body's Mouth, is 
ſo little ſet by, by my Lord ? 

Nerje. Why, F' ll tell vou, Sampſon more nor lets : 
Tul tell the Truth, that's my Way, you know, with- 
on adding or c1minifſhing, | 

San p Ay. merry, Nurſe. 

Nu, ſe. My Lord's eldeſt Sen, Biron by Name, the 
Son ct his Boſom, and the Son that he u uld have 
loy'd beft, ii he had as many as King Pyramus of Troy. 

Sam p. How! King Framus of Troy! why how 


many had he? 


Nurſe. Why the Ballad firgs he had fifty Sons: 
But no Matter for that. This Lire as | was ſay- 
ing, was a lovely, ſweet Gentlemen, anc indeed, no 
body could blame his Father ter loving him: He 
was a Son fos the King of Sin; God þlets 1 for 

a Was 
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Miſguided, and abus'd you 
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I was his Nurſe. But now I come to the Point, Sonf- 
„n; this Hiron, without aſking the Advice of his 
Friends, Hand over Head, as young Men will have 
theic Vagaries, not having the Fear of his Father 
before his Eyes, as I may lay, wilfully marries this 
1labella. 

Sam. How, wiltully ! he ſhould have had her 
Conſent, methinks. 

Nurſe. No, wilfully marries her; and which was 
worle, after ſhe had ſettled all her Fortune upon a 
Nunnery, which ſhe broke out of to run away with 
him. They ſay they had the Church's Forgiveneſs, 
but I had rather it had been his Father's. 

Samp. Why in good Truth, theſe Nunneries, I ſee 
no Good they do. I think the young Lady was mn 
the right, to run away from a Nunnery : And I think 
our young Maſter was not in the wrong, but in 
marrying without a Portion. 

Nur That was the Quarrel, I believe, Sanp/n. 
Upon this, my old Lord would never ſee him; diſ- 
inherited him; took his younger Brother Carlos into 
Favour, whum he never car'd tor before ; and at laſt 
forc'd Liron to go to the Siege of Cardy, where he was 
killed. 

Samp. Alack-a-day, poor Gentleman. 

Nurſe. For which my old Lord hates her, as if ſte 
had been the Cauſe of his going thither. 

s Alas, alas, poor Ladv, ſhe has ſuffer'd for't: 
dne wos liy'd a great While a Widow. 

Aue. A great Wie, indeed, for a young Wo- 
man, Sampſon EO. 

Sanp. Gad ſo! here they come; I won't venture 
'0 be ſcen. 4 


Euer Count Baldwin, followed by Iſabella and her Child. 


C Bald Whoever of your Friends direced you, 
Tacre's your Way; 


I can afford to ſhew you out again; 
What could you expect from me? 
1/a. Oh, I have nothing to expect on Earth! 
Bur Miſery is very apt to talk: 
thought I might be heard, 


C. Bald. 
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With Pleaſure hear you. 
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12 ISABELLA, 
C. B. What can von ſay P 

Is there in Eloquence, can the © be i in Words 

A recompenſing Pow'r, a Rem nedy 

A Reparation of the Injuries, 

The great Calamities, that you have bronght 

On me and mine ? You ave deſtroy'd 

I fondly rais'd, through my eclining Life 

To reſt my Age upon; and moſt undone me. 
Ila. J have undone myſelf too. 


C. Bald. Speak again: 
Say ſtill yon are undone, and I will hear yo 


0 


, 


thoſe Hopes 


Jſa. Would my Ruin pleaſe you ? 
C. Bald. Beyond all 15 her Pleaſures. 
1/a. Then you are pleas'd - for I am moſt undone. 
C. Bald. pray'd but for Rey enge, and Heav'n 
has heard, 

And ſent it to my Wiſhes : Theſe grey Hairs 

Would nave gone 0 own in Sorrow bs the GidyC, 

Which you have dug for me, without the Tho: gut, 

The Thought of leaving you more wretched here. 
Jg. Inde ed I am moſt wretched When I lok 

My Hoſband 
C. Dad. Would he had never been; 

Or neger had been yours, 
V. I then believ 4 

The Meaſure of my Sorrow then was full: 

But every Moment of my growing Days 

Makes room for Wocs, and adde em to hie dum. 

L loft with Bren all the e of Life: 

But now its laft ſupporting Means are gone, 

All the kind Helps that Heav'n in Pity. rais'd, 

In charitable Pity to our Wants, 

At laſt have left us: Now bereft ot all, 

But this laſt Trial of a cruel Father, 

ro fave us both from ſinking. O my Child? 

Kneel with me, knock at Nature in his H 


cart 
Let the Reſemblance of a once-lov'd Son 
Speak in this little One, who never wrong'd you 
And plead the Fatherleſs and V/:idow's Cauſe. 
Oh, it you ever hope to be forgiven, 


# * —— 10 1 my 


a 
1 
4 
. => hs 1 
RED 
ö 9 
LH 
7 I 
e 
1 
; _—_ A” 
2 Soo 
WES 
oy #4 nd 
if AST] 
yg 
” n * 
No ana” 
1 * — 
\ 
* 
. 
* . 
4 1% 


CATAL MARRIAGE 


* © * ; 
4} «% i i» - * 110 91 #% 4% 80. 
f vou 11 ! a Ss, LW fr 18180 = 
1 4 


* * * m _— | ' * x vr” 
- .. \1+c 2 188 k + 4 * TY f: A TY 170 4 | ON | 8. 
: OTgec: Our i Aults, Tu La tHicay 1 & 


1 As : | . 
C. Bid. How dare you mention Heav'n ! Call to 
mind | 
7 ea 
Your perjur'd Vows ; your plighted, broken Faith, 
To Heav'n, and all Things holy: Wer? yeu not 


Devoted, wedded to a Lite recluſe, 
The ſacred Habit on, proteſt and worn 
A Votarv for ever ? Can you think 
The {acrilegious Wretch, that robs the Shrine, 
I> Thunder proof: 
Iſa. There, there began my Woes. 
Let Women all take Warning at my Fate; 
Never reſolve, or think they can be fate, 
Within the Reach and Tongue of tempting Men. 
Oh! had I never ſeen my Hiron's Face, 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n, 
But ſtill continu'd innocent, and free 
Of a bad World, which only he had Pow'r 
Jo reconcile, and make me try again. 
C. Baid. Your own Inconitancy, your gracele(s 
Fa ughts, 
Debauch'd and reconcil'd you to the World: 
He had no Hand to bring you back again, 
But what you gave him. Crce, you prevail'd 
Upon his honeſt Mind, transforming him 
Fron, Virtue, and himſelf, into what Shapes 
Lou had Occaſion for; and what he did 
N as firſt inipud by you. A Cloyfter was 
109 narrow for the Work you had in Hand: 
Your Buſineſs was more general; the whole World 
d To be the Scene: Therefore you ipread your Chats 
To catch his Soul, to be the Inſtrument, | 
The wicked Inſtrument of your curſed Flight, 
Not that you velu'd him; for any one, 
* nocould have lerv'd that Turn, had been 25 wel- 
come, 
1/. O! I have Sins to Heav'n, but none to him, 
C. Ball. Had my wretched Son 
Marry'd a Beggar's Baſtard : taken her 
dut of her Rags, and made her of my Blood, 
e Miſchief might have ceas'd, and ended there: 


But 
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But bringing you into a Family 
Entails a Curſe upon the Name, and Houſe; 
That takes you in : The only Part of me 
That did receive you, perilſh'd for his Crime. 
Lis a Defiance to offended Heav'n, 
Barely to pity you : Your Sins purſue you : 
The heavielt Judgments that can fall upon you, 
Are your juſt Lot, and but prepare your Doom : 
Expect em, and deſpair Sirrah, Rogue, 
How durſt thou diſobey me! [To the Porter. 
Ja. Not for myſclf-—for I am paſt the Hopes 
Of being heard - but for this Innocent ——— 
And then I never will difturb you more. 
C. Bald. I almoſt pity the unhappy Child: 
But being yours 
1/a. Look on him as your Son's ; 
And let his Part in him anſwer for mine. 
C ſave, defend him, ſave him from the Wrongs 
That fall upon the Poor. 
C. Bald. It touches me 
And I will ſave him But to keep him ſafe; 
Never come near him more. 
Iſa. What ! take him from me! 
No, we muſt never part: *tis the laſt Hold 
Of Comfort I have left, and when he fails, 
All goes along with him: O! could you be 
The Tyrant to divorce Life from my Life? 
T hve but in my Child. 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my Bread 
From Door to Door, to feed his daily Wants, 
Rather than always loſe him. 
C. Bald. Then have your Child, and feed hm 
with your Prayer. 5 
You, Raſcal, Slave; what do I keep you for ? 
How came this Woman in? 
Symp. Why indeed, my Lord, I did as good as tell 
her before my Thoughts upon the Matter — 
C. Bild. Did you jo, ir? now then tell her mne: 
Tell her I ſent you to her. {Thru/t; him towards her. 


There's one more to provide for. 


Sem p. 
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Samp. Good my Lord, what I did was in perfect 
Obedience to the old Nurſe there: I told her what 


you: But never, never ſee me more. 
[He drives em off before him. 
Jſa. Then Heav'n have Mercy on me! 
[ Exit with her Child, ella oy 
Sampſon axd the Nurſe. 


it would come to. i! 
C. Bald. What ! this was a Plot upon me. And i! 
you too, Beldam, were you in the Conſpiracy ? Be } 
gone, go all together: I have provided you an Equi- | 
page, now ſet up when you pleaſe. She's old enough ö 
to do you Service: I have none for her. The wide 1 
World lies before you: Be gone, take any Road but [| 
this to beg or ftarve in—l ſhall be glad to hear of f 
1 


ES + 


Ei ooo nj62oje?o=ie2 atom olo>ojo polar jor nlCule> n= ola5 joy nſo2ujo=naraiers 


A e T Wu; 
S CEN E continues. 
Enter Villeroy and Carlos meeting. 


V1ILLEROY. 
Y Friend, I fear to aſk but Iſabella — 
The lovely Widow's Tears, her Orphan's Cries 
Thy Father muſt feel for them No, I read, 
I read their cold Reception in thine Eyes 
Thou pitieſt them —tho' Balduin but I ſpare him 
For Carlos ſake, thou art no Son of his. 
There needs not this to endear thee more to me. 
. [ Embraces him. 
Car. My Villeroy, the Fatherleſs, the Widow, 
Are Terms not undeiftood within theſe Gates 
You mutt torgive him ; Sir, he thinks this Woman 
Fs Biron's Fate, that hurried him to Death F 
I maft not think owt, left my Friendſhip ſtagger. 1 
My Friend's, my Siſter's, mutual Advantage | 
Have reconcil'd my Boſom to its Taſk. 1 
it. 
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J. Advantage! think not J intend to rai! 
An Inter rent {rom 2 ela's Wro: 195, 
Your Father may have intereſted End: 
In her Undoing; but my Heart has none, 
Her Ilappincis muſt be my Intereſt, 
And Soar” [ would reFore, 

Why io I mean. 

Thel. Hardſhips that my Father lays upon her, 
I'm ſorry for: and wiſh I could prev ent: 
But he will have his W ay. 


Since there was nothing tobe hop'd Jos her Proſpe- 


rity. the Change of her Fortune may alter the Cen- 
ditzon of her Thoughis, and make at laſt for you. 


f She is above her Fortune. 

. Try her again. Women commonly love ac- 
Core ch to the Circumftances they are in. 

Lil. Common Women may. 

Car. Since you are not acceſfary to the Injuſtice, 
you may be perinaded to take the Advantage of 
other People's Crimes, 

Eil. I muft deipite all thoſe Advantages, 

That indirect'y: can advance my Lore. 

No, tho' I le but in the Hopes of hor, 

And languiſh tor th' Enjoyrrent of thote Hopes; 
I'd rather pine in a conſuming Want 

Ot what I with, than have the Bleſling mine, 
From any Reaſon, but conſenting Love. 

Ch! let me never nave. 1 to remember; 

I could betray her, col cl. to comply: 

When 4 clear gencrous Cl hoice hefttovws here On me. 
I know to v luc the unequal'd Gift: 

I would not have it, but. to value it. 

Car. Lake your own Way: Remember, what I of- 
ſer'd came from a Friend. 

Lil. I underftand it fo. Til ſerve her for herſelf 
without the Thought of a Reward. [ Et. 

Cor. Agree that Point between you. If you marry 
her any Wa, you do my Buſineſs, 


I know him W hat his generous Scul intends, 


Ripens my Plts— I'll firſt to Iſabella 


I muſt keep up Appcarances with her tco. " Exit. 
9 C x, NE 
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SCENE, Ifabclla's Fuſe. 


Euter Iſabella and Nurſe : Tabella's little Son at Play 
upon the Fluor. | 


Iſa. Sooner, or later, all Things paſs away, 
And are no more: The Beggar and the King, 
With equal Steps tread forward to their End: 
Tho” they appear of different Natures now: 
'Thay meet at laſt; the reconciling Grave 
Swallows Diſtinction frſt, that made us Fees, 
Then all alike lie down in Peace together. 
When will that Hour of Peace arrive for me ! 
In Heav'n I ſhall find it — not in Heav'n, 

If my old tyrant Father can diſpoſe 
Of Things above but, there, his Intereft 
May be as poor as mine, and want a Friend 


4 


As much as I do here. [Weeping, 


Nurſe. Good Madam, be comforted. 
Iſz. Do I deſerve to be this out-caft Wretch ? 
Abandon'd thus, and loft ? But 'tis my Lot, 
The Will of Heav'n, and I muft not complain: 
I will not for myſelf: Let me bear all 
The Violence of your Wrath ; but ſpare my Child ; 
Let not my Sins be viſited on him: 
They are; they muft ; a general Ruin falls 
On every Thing about me: Thou art loft, 
Poor Nurſe, by being near me. 
Narſe. I can work, or beg, to do you Service. 
[fa. Could I forget | 
What I have been, I might the better bear 
What iam deftin'd to: I'm not the firft 
That have been wretched : But to think how much 
I have been happier! — Wild, hurrying Thoughts, 
Start every Way from my diſt racted Soul, 
To find out Hope, and only mcet Deſpair, 
What Anſwer have I ? 
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Enten Sampſon, 


dan p. Why, truly, very little to the Purpoſe : Like 
a Jeu as he is, he ſays you have had more already 
than the Jewels are worth: He wiſhes you would 
rather think of redeeming 'em, than expect any 


more Money upon em [ Exit Samplon. 
Ia. Tis very well-———_— 
So: — Poverty at home, and Debts abread ! 


My preſent Fortune bad ; my Hopes yet worle ! 

W hat will become of me ! 

This Ring is all I have left of Value now: 

"Twas given me by my Huſband : His firft Gift 

Upon our Marriage: I've always kept it, 

With my beſt Care, he Treaſure next my Life; 

And now but part with it, to ſupport Life: 

Which only can be dearer. Take it, Nurſe, 

Taill ſtop th: Cries of Hunger for a Time; 

Provide us Bread, and bring a ſhort Reprieve, 

To put off the bad Day of Beggary 

Tha: will come on too ſoon. Take Care of it : 

Manage 1t, as the laft remaining Friend 

That would relieve us. [Exit Nurſe} Heay'n can 
only tell | 

Where we ſhall find another - My dear Boy! 

The Labour of his Birth was lighter to me 

Than of my Fondneſs now; my Fears for him 

Are more, than in that Hour of hovering Death, 

They could be for mylelt= He minds me not. 

His little Sports have taken up his Thoughts: 

O may they never feel the Pangs of mine. 

Thinking will make me mad: Why muft I think, 

When no Thought brings me Comfort ? 


Nurſe returns. 


Nurſe. O Madam! you are utterly ruin'd and un- 
done, your Creditors of all Kinds are come in upon 
you : 'They have muſter'd up a Regiment of Rogues, 
that are come to plunder your Houſe, and ſeize * 
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The FATAL MARRIAGE. 10 
all you have in the World; they are below: What 


will you do, Madam? 
Iſa. Do ! nothing ; no, for I am born to ſuffer, 


Euter Carlos to her. 


Car. O Siſter! can I call you by that Name, 
And be the Son of this inhuman Man, 
Inveterate to your Ruin? Do not think 
I am a-kin to his Earbarity : 
I muft abhot my Father's Uſage of you: 
And from my bleeding, honeſt Heart, muſt pity, 
Pity your loſt Condition: Can you think 
Of any Way that I may ſerve you in? 
But what enrages moſt my Senſe of Grief, 
My Sorrow tor your Wrengs, is, that my Father, 
Fore-knowing well the Storm that was to fall, 
Has order'd me not to appear tor you. 
I/a. T thank your Pity ; my poor Huſband fell 
For diſobeying him: Do not you ftay | 
To venture his Ui.pleature too for me. 
Car. Lou muſt reſolve on ſomething, [ Exit. 
Iſa. Let my Fate 
Determine tor me; I ſtall he prepar'd, 
The worſt that can befal me, is to die: 
When once it comes to that, it matters not 
Which Way tis brought abut : Whether I ftarve, 
Or hang, or drown, the End is ſtill the ſame; 
Flagues, Poiſon, Famine, are but ſeveral Names 
Of the ſame Thing, and all conclude in Death. 
But ſudden Death! O for a ſudden Death, 
To cheat my Perſecutors of their Hopes, | 
Th' expected Pleaſure of beholding me 
Long in my Pains, ling'ring in Miſery. 
It will not be; that is deny'd me too. 
Hark, they are coming; let the Torrent roar; 
It can but overuhelm me in its Fall; 
And Lite and Death are now alike to me. 
[Excart, the Nurſe leading the Chill. 


SCENE 
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SCENE opens, and ſeus Carlos and Villeroy 
with the Officers. 


Vil. No farther Violence 
The Debt in all is but four thouſand Crowns ; 
Were it ten Times the Sum, I think you know 
My Fortune very well can anſwer it. 
You have my Word for this: Lil ſee you paid. 

Of. That's as much as we can deſire: So we have 
the Money, no Matter whence it comes, 

Fit. 'To-morrow you ſhall have it. 

Cer. Thus far all's well ——— 


Enter Iſabella, end Nurſe with the Child. 


And now my Sifter comes to crown the Work. [4/ide. 
Iſa. Where are theſe rav'ning Bloodhounds, that 
purſue 
In a full Cry, gaping to ſwallow me ? 
I meet your Rage, and come to be devour'd ; 
Say, which Way are you to diſpoſe of me, 
To Dungeons, Darkneſs, Death? 
Car. Have Patience. 
Jia. Patience! 
Of. You'll excuſe us, we are but in our Office; 
Debts mutt be paid. 
Ia. My Death will pay you all. [Diftradtedly. 
Of. While there is Law to be had, People will 
have their own. 
Vil. is very fit they ſhould ; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly { Exeunt Officers. 
1/a. What of To-morrow ? 
Am I then the Sport, : 
The Game of Fortune, and her laughing Fools? 
The common Spectacle, to be expos'd 
From Day to Day, and baited for the Mirth 
Of the lewd Rabble ? Muſt I be reterv'd 
For freſh Afflictions? 
Vil For long Happigeſs 
Of Lite, I hope. 


Iſa. 
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J. There is no Hope fer me. 
The Load gion | ch a hen we re{olve TO bear: 
I'm ready tor my I al. 

Car. Pray be caim, 

Andq kncw Your Friend . 

Iſa. My Friends! Have T a Friend ? 

Cer. A faithful Friend; in your extremeſt Need 
Villeroy came in to {ave you | 
I Save me ! How ? 

| Car. By ſatisfying all your Creditors. 
| Iſa. Which Way? For what? 
| Vil. Let me be underftood, 
And then condemn me: You have giv'n me Leave 
To be your Friend; and in that only Name, 
I now appear before you, I could with 
There had been no Occaſion of a Friend, 
Becauſe I know you hate to be oblg'd; 
And ftill more loth to be oblig'd by me. 

Iſo. *Twas that I would avoid 

Fil. I'm moft unhappy, that my Services 
Can be ſuſpected to deſign upon you; 

J have no tarther Ends than to redeem you 
From Fortnne's Wrongs < to ſhew myſelf at laft, 
What I have long proteſs'd to be, your Friend: 
Allow me that; and to convince you more, 
That I intend only your Intereſt; 

Forgive what I have done, and in amends 

(If that can make you any, that can pleaſe you) 
I'll tear myſelf for ever from my Hopes; 

Stine this flaming Paſſion in my Soul, 

That has to long broke out to trouble you ; 
And mention my unlucky Love no more. 

Za. This Generoſity will ruin me. Ao. 

Vil. Nay, if the Bleſſing of my looking on you 
Diſturbs your Peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and never ſee you more. 

Car. You mutt not go. 

I [7 Could Jſabell; peak 
Thoſe tew ſhort Words, I ſhould be rooted here, 
And never move but upon her Commands. 
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Car. Speak to him, Sifter, do not throw away 
A Fortune that invites you to be happy. 

In your Extremity he begs your Love; 

And has deſerv'd it nobly. Think upon 

Your loft Condition, helpleſs and alone. 

Tho' now you have a Friend, the Time muſt come 

That you will want one ; him you may ſecure 

To be a Friend, a Father, and a Huſband to you. 
Iſa. A Huſband ! 

Car. You have diſcharg'd ycur Duty to the Dead. 
And to the Living; Mis a Wiltulneſs | 
Not to give Way to your Neceflities, 

1 hat force you to this Marriage. 

Nurſe. What muſt become of this poor Innocent? 

| | [To the ud. 

Car. He wants a Father to protect his Youth, 

And rear him up to Virtue : You muſt bear 

The future i!lame, and anſwer to the World, 

When you refuſe the eaſy, honcft Means, 

Of taking Care of him. 

Narſe. Of him and me, 

And every one that muſt depend upon yon; 

Unleſs you p!eaſc now to provide for us, 

We muſt all periii., | 
Car. Nor would | preſs you 
Iſa. Do not think I need 

Your Reaſons, to contirm my Gratitude : 

J have a Soul that's trul; ſenſible 

Of your great Worth, and buſy to contrive, 

[To Villeroy, 


If poſſible, to make you a Return, 

Vil. O] caſily poſlible ! 

Iſa. It cannot be your Way. My Fleaſures are 
Bury'd, and cold in my dead Huſband's Grave : 
And I ſhould wrong the Truth, myſelf, and you, 
To ſay that I can ever love again. 

I owe this Decl:ration to my ſelf: 
But as a Proof that I owe all io yon, 
If atter what I've faid, you can refolve 


To think me worth ycur Love- Where am I going ? 


You cannot think it; tis impoſſible. 
| | Vit. 
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Vil Impoſſible 

Iſa. You ſnould not aſk me now, nor ſhould I grant, 
T am ſo much vblig'd, that to conſent 
Would want a Name to recommend the Gift : 
"would tkew me poor, indebted, and compell'd, 
Deſgning, mercenary ; and I know 
You would not wiſh to think I could be bonght. 

Vil. he bought ! where is the Price that can pre- 

tend 

To bargain for you ? Not in Fortune's Power. 
The Joys of Heav'n, and Love, mult be beftow'd : 
They are not to be ſold. and cannot be deſerv'd. 

Iſa. Some other Time 1':! h-ar you on this Subject. 

Til. Nay, then there is no Time ſo fit for me. 

[ Following her. 

Since you conſent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That you may grant: You are above 
The little Forms which circumſcribe your Sex: 
We differ but in Time, let that be mine. 

1/a. You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you ſhall ; 
Since you will have it ſo —--I will be yours, 

Vil. I take you at your Word. 

Ila. I ge you all, 
My Hand ; and would I had a Heart to give : 
Bur if it ever can return again, 
'Tis wholly yours. 

Vil. O Ecitacy of Joy! 
Leave that to me. It all my Services, 
It proiperous Days, and kind indulging Nights ; 
If all that Man can fondly ſay, or do, 
Can beget Love, Love ſhall be born again. 
O Carl now my Friend, and Brother too: 
And Nurſe, I have eternal Thanks for thee. 
Send for the Prieft [Narſe goes out in Haſte. 
This Night you muſt be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my Life 
Shall be devotcd to you. 

I. On your Word, 
Never to preſs me to put off theſe Weeds, 


Which 


24 ISABELLA; «x 
Which beſt become my melancholy Thoughts, 
You ſhall command me. 
Vil. Witneſs Heav'n and Earth 
Againſt my Soul, when I do any Thing 
To give you a Diſquiet. 
Car. L long to with you Joy. 
Fil, You'll be a Witneſs of my Happineſs, 
Car. For once I'll be my Siſter's Father, 
And give her to you. 
Vil. Next to my Iſabella, 
Be near my Heart: I am for ever yours. [Exeu. 
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8 III. 
SCENE, Count Baldwin's Houſe. 
Enter Count Baldwin and Carlos. 


Count BALD. 


ARRIED to Filler, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Car. Ves, my Lord. 
Laft Night the Prieſt perform'd his holy Office, 
And made 'em one 
C. Bald. Misfortune join 'em! 
And may her violated Vows pull down 
A laſting Curſe, a Conſtancy of Sorrow 
On both their Heads I have not yet forgot 
Thy lighted Paſſion, the refus'd Alliance; 
But having her, we are reveng'd at full. 
Heav'n will purſue her ſtill, and Villeroy 
Share the Judgments ſhe calls down. 
Car. Soon he'll hate her; 
Tho' warm and violent in his Raptures now; 
When full Enjoyment palls his ſicken'd Senſe, 
And Reaſon with Satiety returns, 
Her cold conftrain'd Acceptance of his Hand, 
Will gall his Pride, which (tho* of late * 
. 7 


His Uncle left, in Vanity and Fondneſs: 
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By ſtronger Paſſions) will, as they grow weak. 
Riſe in tail Force, and pour its Vengeance on her. 
C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take Example to thy Aid; 
Let Biron's Diſobedience, and the Curie 
He took into his Beſom, prove a Warning, 
A Monitor to thee to keep thy Duty 
Firm, and unſhaken. 
Car. Mas thoſe rankling Wounds 
Which Biron's Diſobedience gave my Father, 
Be heal'd by me! 
C. Bald. With Tears I thank thee, Carlos —— 
And may'ſt thou ever feel thoſe inward Joys, 
Thy Duty gives thy Father -—but, my Son, 
We muft not let Reſentment choak our Juſtice , 
"Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no Claim 
From me, in Right of Iſabella — Hiron, 
(Whoſe Name brings Tears) when wedded to this 
Woman, 
By me abandon'd, ſunk the little Fortune 


- —_ 


I am poſſeſt of thoſe your Brother's Papers, 

Which now are F7!/:r,y's, and ſhould aught remain, 

In Juſtice it is his; from me to him 

You ſhall convey them — follow me and take cem. 

Exit C. Bald 

Car. Yes, I will take em; but ere I pate with em 

J will be ſure my Intereſt will not ſufer 

By theſe his high, rcfin'd, fantaſtic Notions, 

Of Equity and R'ght— What a Paradox 

Is Man! My Father here, whe boaſts his Horour, 

And ev'n but now vas warm in Praile of 

Can fteel his Heart againſt the Widow's Tears, 

And Infant's Wants; the Widow, and the Infant 

O: Bron; of his Son, his fay'rite Son. 

Tis ever thus weak Minds, who court Opinion, 

And dead to virtuous Feelings, hide their Wants 

In pompous Affectation -- Now to! leroy 

Ere this his Friends (tor he is much belov'd) 

Croud to his Houle, and with their nuptial Songs 

Awake the wedded Pair, I join che Throne oy 

And in my Face, at lraſt, bear Jo, and Friendſhig. 
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'You muſt permit our Friend 
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SCENE, A Hall in Villeroy's Flouſe, A Band 
of Muſic, with the Friends of Villeroy. 


Enter a Servant. 

1/7 Fr. Where is your Maſter, my good Friend? 

Ser. Within, Sir, | 
Preparing tor the Welcome of his Friends. 

i Fr. Acquaint him we are here: Yet ſtay, 
The Voice of Mutic gently ſhall ſurpriſe him, 
And breathe our Salutations to his Ear. 

Strike up the Strain to /7//zroy's Happineſs, 
To Iſabella's : — But he's here already. 
Enter Villeroy. 

71. My Friends, let me embrace you: 
Welcome all 
What means this Preparation ? [ Seeing the Muſic. 

1// Fr. A light Token 
Of our bet Wiſhes for your proving Happineſs — 

ip— 


Jil. You oblige me 

1/7 Fr. But * lovely Bride, 
That Wonder of her Sex, ſhe muſt appear, 
And add new Brightneſs to this happy Morning. 

Vil. She is not yet prepar'd ; and let her Will, 
My worthieft Friend, determine her Behaviour : 
To win, and not to force her Diſpoſition, 
Has been my ſeven Years Taſk. She will anon, 
Speak Welcome to you all: The Mufic ſtays. | 

[Villeroy and his Friends ſeat themſelves. 


EPITHALAMIUM. 


3 A I R. Miſs Young. 


Let all, let all be gay, 

« Begin the rapt'rous Lay, 
„Let Mirth, let Mirth and Joy 
Each happy Hour employ, . 

Of this fair bridal Day. 


A TI R. 


Day, and yet in Raptures. 
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A I R. Mr. Beard. 


« Yelove-wing'd Hours, your Flight, 
„ Your downy Flight prepare, 
wa Ering ev'ry ſoft Delight 
To ſooth the Brave and Fair. 
« Hail, happy Pair, thus in each other bleſt. 
© Be ever trec from Care, of ev'ry Joy poſſeſt,” 


T thank you for this Proof of your Affection, 
I am ſo much tranſported with the Thoughts 
Of what I am, I know not what I do. 
My 1/2bella ! but poſſeſſing her, 
Who would not loſe himtelf? —You'll pardon me: 
Oh ! there was nothing wanting to my Soul, 
But the kind Wiſhes ot my loving Friends — 
But our Collation waits; where's Carlo; now 
Methinks I am but Half myſelf, without him. 
2d Fr. 'This is wonderful! Marry'd a Night and a 


1 Oh! when you al! get Wives, and ſack as mine, 
(If ſuch another Woman can be found) 
You will rave too, doat on the dear Content, 
And prattle in their Praiſe, out of all Bounds : 
I cannot ſpeak my Bliſs! Tis in my Head, 
"Tis in my Heart, and takes up all my Soul — 
The Labour of my Fancy. You'll pardon me, 
About ſome twelve Months hence 1 may begin 
To ſpeak plain Senſe — Walk in and honour me 


Enter Iſabella. 


My Jſalella! O, the Joy of my Heart. 
That I have Leave at laſt to call you mine ; 
When I give up that Title to the Charms 
Of any other Wiſh, be nothing mine: 

But let me look upon you, view you well. 
This is a welcome Gallantry, indeed. 


B 2 | I durit 
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I durſt not aſk, but it was kind to grant, 
ul at the Time : Diſpenſing with your Dreſs 
Upon our Bridal day. 

J. Black might be ominous ; . 

I would not bring ill Luck along with me, 
Vil. Oh! it your melancholy Thoughts could 
change 
With ſhitting of your Dreſs — Time has done Cures 
Incredible, this Way, and may again. 

Iſa. 1 could have with' d, if you had thought it fir, 
Our Marriage had not been ſo public. 

il. Do not you gruvge me my Exceſs of Love: 
That was a Cauſe it could not be conceal” d: 
Beſides *twould injure the Opinion 
I have of my good Fortune, having you ; 
And leſſen it in other people s Thoughts, 
Buſy on ſuch Occaſions to enquire, 
Had it been private. 

IE. 1 have no more to ſay. 


Enter Carlos. 


Vil. My. Carlos too, who came in to the Support 
Of our bad Fortune, has an honeſt Right, 
In better Times, to ſhare the good with us, 
Cyr. I come to claim that Right, to ſhare your 
Joy ; 
To wiſh you Joy ; and find it in myſelf; 
For 2 Friend's Happineſs reflects a Warmth, 
A kindly Comfort, into every Heart 
That is not envious 
Vil. He muſt be a Friend, 
Who is not envious of a Happineſs 
So abſolute as mine; but it you are 
(As I have Reaſon to believe you arc) 
Concern'd for my Well-being, there's the Cauſe : 
Thank her for what I am, and what muſt be. 
| Mujic flouriſh, 
I fee you mean a ſecond a 
My deareft Hſabella you mutt hear 
The * of my Friends, from thee they ſpring; ; 


F 


Ihyv 
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Thy Virtues have diffus'd themſelves around, 
And made them all as happy as myſelf. 

[/a. I feel their Favours with a gratetul Heart, 
And willingly comply. 


K-EGCTT. 


Take the Bleſſing Gods intend ye 
« Grateful meet the proffer'd joy 
Truth and Honour ſhall attend ye, 

Charms that nc'er can change or cloy.” 


DUET T O. Ms. Beard. 


© WS 


-_ 
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O the Raptures of poſſeffing, 
Taking Beauty to thy Arms:“ 


Miſs Young. 


O the Joy, the laſting Bleſſing, 
When with Virtue Beauty charms !” 


- 
— 


Nr. Beard. 


rc 


-_ 


Purer Flames ſhall gently warm ye; 
Miſs Young. 
Love and Honour both ſhall charm thee.” 
BOT H. 
„O the Raptures of, &c, &c.” 
CHORUS. 


Far from hence be Care and Strife, 
Far, each Pang that tortures Life: 
May the circling Minutes prove 
One tweet Round of Peace and Love!“ 
B 3 Cor. 
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30 EU or 
Car. You'll take my Advice another Time, Sitter. 
Lil. What have you done? A rims Smile 
Stole from her Thoughts, juft red'ning on her Cheek, 
And you have daſh'd it. 
( cr. I am ſorry for't. 
Vil. My Friends, will you forgive me, when I own 
I matt prefer her Peace to all the World ? 
Come, 1{abella, let us lead the Way: 
Within we'll ſpeak our Welcome to our Friends, 


And crown the happy Feſtival with Joy. {Excun. 
SCENE, @ Room. 
Enter Sampſon and Nurſe. 


Semp. Ay, marry, Nurſe, here's a Maſter indeed! 
He'll double our \\ ages for us! It he comes on as 
faſt with my Lady, as he does with his Servants, we 
are all in the Way to be well pleas'd. 

A wiſe. He's in a rare e if ſne be in as 
30d A « 

Samp. If ſhe be, marry we may e'en ſay, they 
have be got it upon one another. 

Narſe. Well; why don't you go back again to your 
old Count ? You though: your Throat cut, I war- 
rant you, to be turn'd out of a Ncbleman's Service. 

Somp. For the future, I will never ſerve in a Houſe 
where the Maſter or Miſtreſs of it lie ſingle: They 
arc out of Humour with every Body, when they "<4 
not pleas'd themtelves. Now, this Matrimony makes 

-ery Thing go well: There's Mirth, and Mo ney 
Kurt ing about it, whea thote Matters go as they ſhould 
do. 

Nurſe. Indeed, this Matrimeny, Sampfor 
Sanp. Ah! Nurſe, this Matrimony is a very good 
Thing. And now as my Lady is marry'd, I hope 
we ſhall have Company come to the Houſe : There's 
ſomething always coming from one Gentleman or 
other upon thoſe Occaſions, it my Lady loves Com- 


pany. 
Nurſe, 


1 18. 


irn 


- ;. 
x * * 


The FATAL MARRIAGE. 3 


Nurſe, Odſo, my Mafter ! we mult not be ſcen. 
[ Ex4t, 


Enter Villeroy with Letter, and Iſabella, 


Vi. I rrvft away this Moment = fee his Letter, 
Sign'd by himſelf: Alas! he could no more; 
My Erother's deſperate, and cannot dic 
In Peace, bu* in my Arms, 

1/4. So ſuddenly ! 

Vil. Suddenly taken, on the Road to Bruſſels, 
To do us Honour, Love; unfortunate ! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thoſe Charms, 
Tho! cold to me and dead. | 

1/2. I'm ſorry for the Cauſe. 

Vil. O! could I think, 


Could I perſuade myſelf that your Concern 


For me, or tor my Abſence, were the Spring, 


The Fountain cf theſe melancholy Thoughts 

My Heart would dance, ſpite of the fad Occaſion, 
And be a gay Companion in my Journey ; 

But 


Enter Carlos from Supper. 


My good Carlos, why have you left my Friends? 
Car. They are departed home. 
They ſaw tome ſudden, melancholy News, 
Had ſtolen the lively Colour from your Cheek 
You had withdrawn, the Bride alarm'd had follow'd, 
Mere Ceremony had been Conſtraint ; and this 
Good-natur'd Rudeneſs 
Vil. Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, is the Cauſe. [ Dives the Letter. 
Gar. Unlucky Accident ! 
Th' Archbiſhop of 7Malines, your worthy Brother, 
With him to-night? Sifter, will you permit it? 
Lil. It muſt be ſo. 
1/2. You hear it muſt be ſo, 
il. Oh, that it muſt ! 


B 4 | Car 
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Cor. To leave your Bride fo ſoon ! —— 

Lil. But having the Poſſeſſion of my Love, 
T am the better able to ſupport 
My Abſence, in the Hopes of my Return. 

Car. Yeur Stay will be but ſhort ? 

Fil. I will ſrem long! | 
The lunget hat mv [/avel/a fghs : | 
I fall be jealous of his Rival, Grief, | 
That you mdalge, and tondle in my Abſence. a 
I takes fo full Poſſeinon of thy Heart; | 
There is not Room enough for mighty Love. | 


r 


Enter Servant, and bows. | 


My Horſes wait: Farewel, my Love! You, Carl, 
V ill act a Brother's Part, till I return, 

And be the Guardian here. All, all I have 

Is dear to me, I give up to your Care. 

Gar A'GdT receive her as a Friend and Brother. 

} i4. Nay, ftir not, Leve; for the Night-air is cold. 
And he Deus fall here be our End of parting ; 
Czrlos w li ſee me to my Horſe, | Ext with Carlos. 

% © may thy Bro her better all our Hopes! 

A fell, Melan: holy bakes my Blood; 

Forgive me. Viller y I dy not find 

That cheerful Gratitude thy Service aſks : 

Yet. if I knew my Heart, and ſure I do, 

Tis not averſe from honcſt O' ligation. 

Fil to my Ch:mber, ana to Bed; my Mind, 

My haraſs'd Mind, is weary. LE, 
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8 G E N E the Street. 
Biron and Beiltord, juſt arrived. 


BiroN,. 


7 H E longeſt Day will have an End: We are 
got home at laſt. 

Bel. We have got our Legs at Liberty; and Li- 
berty is home, wherever we go: Though mine lies 
moft in England, 

Bir. Pray let me call this yours: For what I can 
command in £Zruf/zlr, you ſhall find your own. I 
have a Father here, who, perhaps, after ſeven Years 
Ablence, and cofting him nothing in my Travels, 
may be glad to fee me. Yon know my Story—How 
Goes my Diſguiſe become me? | 

Bel. Juſt as you would have it; *tis natural, and 
will conceal you. 

Sir. 'To-morrow you ſhall be ſure to find me here, 
as early as you pleaſe. This is the Houſe ; you 
have obferv's thu Oe : 

Bel. I warrant you; 1 han't many Viſits to make, 
before I come to you. ; : 

Bir. To-night I ave ſome Affairs that will oblige 
me to be private. | 

Bel. A — Bed is the privateſt Affair that 1 de- 
fire to be engag'd in to-night ; your Directions will 
carry me to my Lodgings. [ Ext. 

Bir. Good Night, my Friend. [ Anacks. 
The long-expected Moment is arriv'd ! 

And if all here be well, my paſt Sorrows 
Will only heighten my Excets of Joy, 
And nothing will remain to wiſh or hope for! 
B 5 Bron 
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Biron Knocks again. Samplon enters to him, 


Samp. Who's there? What would you have? 

Brr. Is your Lady at home, Friend? 

Sanp. Why, truly, Friend, it is my Employment 
to aniwer impertinent Queſtions : But for my Lady's 
beivg at home, or no, that's jaſt as my Lady plcaics. 

Bir. But how ſhall I know, whether it picates her 
er no? 

Samp Why, if you'll take my Word for it, you 
may carry your Errand back again: She never plea- 
ſes te ſe any Body at this Time of Night, that ihe 
docs not know, and by your Dreis ana Appearance, 
I am ſure, ycu muſt be a Stranger to her. 

Bir. Bat I have Buſineſs; and you den't know how 
that may plxaſe her. 

Sam p. Nay, if you have Buſineſs, ſhe is the beſt 
[ucge, whether your Buſineſs will pleaſe her or no: 
Therefore I will proceed in my Office, and know of 
Ty Lady, whether or no ſte is pleas'd to be at home, 
1 0k!m!!᷑ — LCeing. 


Enter Nurſe to them. 


Nurſe. Who's that you are ſo buſy withal? Me- 
1. 5 — Sb kava fornd ant an Anſwer in fewer 
Werds: But, San pn, you love to hear yourſelf 
prate ſometimes, as well as your Bet: ers, that I muſt 
lay for you. Let me come to him; who would 
you ſpeak with, Stranger! | 

Bir, With you, Miſtreſs, if yon can help me to 
ſpeak to your Lady, | 

Murſe. Yes, Sir, I can help you in a civil Way: 
But can no Body do your Buſineſs but my Lady? 

Vir. Not fo well ; but if you'll carry her this Ring 
ſhe'll know my Buſinels better. | 

Nurſe. There's no Love-letter in it, I hope? — 
You look like a civil Gentleman: In an heneft Way 
I may bring you an Anſwer, LExit AN * 
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Bir. My old Nurſe, only a little older! They ſay 

the Tongue grows always: Mercy on me! then her's 

is ſeven Years longer, fince I lett her. Vet there's 

ſomething in theſe Servants” Folly pleaſes me: The 

cautions Conduct of a Family appears, and {peaks 
in their Impertinence. Well, Miftreſs— 


Nurſe returns. 


Nurſe. I have deliver'd your Ring, Sir; — pray 
Heav'n you bring no bad News along with you. 

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope. 

Nurſe. Nay, I hope ſo too; but my Lady was very 
much ſurpriz d when I gave it ker. Sir, I am but 
a Servant, as a Body may fay ; but if you'll walk in, 
that I may ſhut the Doors, for we keep very orderly 
Hours, I can ſhow you into the Parlour, and help 
you to an Aniwer, perhaps as ſoon as thoſe that are 
wiſer. [Zus. 

Bir. I'll follow vou — 

Now all my Spirits hurry to my Heart, 

And every Senſe has taken the Alarm 

At this approaching Interview ! 

Heay'ns how I tremble ! [Exit into the Houſ?. 


SCENE 3 Chamber. 


Futer I (abell A. 


Iſa. I've heard of Witches, magic Spells, and 
Charms, 

That have made Nature ftart from her old Courle : 
The Sun has been eclips'd, the Moon drawn down 
From her Career, ftill paler, and ſubdu'd 
To the Abuſes of this under World: 
Now I believe all poſſible. This Ring, 
This little Ring, with necromantic Force, 
Has rais'd the Ghoſt of Pleaſure to my Fears : 
Conjur'd the Senſe of Honour, and of Love, 
Into ſuch Shapes, they fright me from mytelt : 


I dare 
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I dare not think of them 
IN call you when I want you. [Servert goes out. 


Enter Nurſe, 


ur/e. Madam, the Gentleman's below. : 
LI. J had forgot; pray let me ſpeak with him. 
"Exit Narſe. 
This Ring was the firſt Preſent of my Love 
To Biron, my firſt Huſband : I muſt bluſh 
To think I have a Second: Biron dy'd 
(Still to my Lols) at Candy; there's my Hope. 
O!] do I hve to hope that he dy'd there! 
It muft be ſo: He's dead ; and this Ring left 
By his laſt Breath, to ſome known faithtul Friend, 
To bring me back again. : | | 
[Biron  introduc'd — Nurſe retires. 
That's all T have to truſt to 
My Fears were Woman's: I have view'd him all : 
And let me, let me ſay it to myſelf, 
I hve again, and riſe but from his Tomb. 
Bir. Have you forgot me quite ? 
Iz. Forgot you! ; 
Br. Then farewel my Diſguiſe, and my Misfortunes. 
My Jſabella! | 
He goes to her, ſhe ſhrieks, and falls in à Su. 


FO 


Dis — Q — gy + 
Thy Iron ſummons thee to Life and Love; 
Once I had Charms to wake thee : 
Phy once-lov'd,. ever loving Huſband calls 
Thy Hiron ſpeaks to thee. 

Ja. My Huſband ! Hren ? 

. Exceſs of Love and Joy, for my Return, 
Has overpower'd her - I was to blame 
To take thy Sex's Softneſs unprepar'd : 
But ſinking thus thus dying in my Arms, 
This Ecftaly has made my Welcome more. 
Than 
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Than Words could ſay : Words may be counterfeit, 
Falſe coin'd, and current only from the Tongue, 
Without the Mind; but Paſhon's in the Soul, 

And always ſpcaks the Heart. 

1/2. Where have I been ? Why do you keep him 
from me ? 

I know his Voice : My Lite upon the Wing, 

Hears the ſoft Lure that brings me back again: 

'Tis he himſelf, my Biron, the dear Man! 

My true-lov'd Huſband ! Do I hold you faft, 

Never to part again? Can I believe it? 

Nothing but you could work ſo great a Change. 

There's more than Life itſelf in dying here: 

If I muſt fall, 'tis welcome in theſe Arms. 

Bir. Live ever in theſe Arms. 
Iſo. But pardon me, 

Excuſe the wild Diſorder of my Soul : 

The ftrange, ſurpriſing Joy of ſeeing you, 

Of ſeeing you again, diſtracted me 
Bir. Thou everlaſting Goodneſs ! 
Iſz. Anſwer me: 

What Hand of Providence has brought you back 

To your own Home again? O ſatisfy 

Th Impatience of my Heart: I long to know 

The Story of your Sufferings. You would think 

Your Plcatures Sufferings, fo long remov'd 

From Iſabella's Love: But tell me all, 


For every Thought confound . 
Bir. My beſt Elle; at Lenure, An. 


Iſa. We thought you dead; kill'd at the Siege of 
Candy. 
Bir. There | fell among the Dead; 
But Hopes of Life reviving from my Wounds, 
I was preſerv d, but to be made a Slave: 
I often writ to my hard Father, but never had 
An Anſwer. I writ to thee too 
Iſa. What a World of Woe 
Had been prevented, in but hearing from you! 
Er. Alas! thou could'tt not help me. 


Ie. 
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Ig. You do not know how much I could ha' done ; 
At leaſt, I'm ſure I could have ſuffer'd all: 
I would have fold myſelf to Slavery, 
V/ithour Redemption; giv'n up my Child, 
The deareſt Part of me, to baſeſt Wants 
Lir. My little Boy! 
Iſc. My Lite, but to have heard 
You were alive—which now too late I find. [ Ade. 
bir. No more, my Love, complaining of the paſt, 
We loſe the preſent Joy. *Tis over Price 
Of all my Pans, that thus we meet again 
J have a thoutand Things tn ſay to thee 
Iſa. Would 1 were paſt the Hearing. [ Ade. 
Bir. How does my Child, my Boy, my Father too? 
I hear he's living till, 
1/2. Well both, both well ; 
nd may he prove a Father to your Hopes, 
Though we have found him none. 
Bir. Come, no more Tears. 
Ie. Seven long Years of Sorrow for your Lols, 
Have mourn'd with me 
Bir. And all my Days behind 
Shall be employ'd in a kind Recompence 
For. thy Afflictions— Cant I fee my Boy? 
Iſa. He's gone to Bed: I'll have him brought to 
y Ou. G 
Bir. To-morrow I ſhall ſee him; I want Ret 


- 


wo, 10 Af... --; Dig: „g. 
Iſa. Alas! what ſhall I get tor you ? 
Bir. Nothing but Reft, my Love! To-night I 
would not 
Be known, if poll.ble, to your Family: 
I ice my Nurſe is with you; her Welcome 
Would be tedions at this Time; 
To-morrow will do better. | 


1a. Il diſpoſe of her, and order : | 1 
As you would have it. very Thing 


D ir, * 


ͤUU—UüUüU— . 22 


The F RY 6 14 L. M A R R I A 8 E. 39 
Bir. Grant me but Life, good Heav'n, and give 
the Means 
To make this wond'rons Goodneſs ſome Amends : 
And let me then forget her, if I can! 
O! ſhe deſerves of me much more than 1 
Can loſe for her, though I again could venture 

A Father, and his Fortune, tor her Love. 
You wieiched Fathers, blind as Fortune all! 
Not to perceive that ſuch a Woman's Worth | 
Weighs cown the Portions you provide your Sons: 


Ls 
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What has ſhe, in my Abſence, undergone? 

I muſt not think of that: it drives me back 

| Upon myſelf, the fated Cauſe of all. 

| Iiabelia returns. 
| | 
| Ig. T have obey'd your Pleaſure ; 
| Every Thing 1s reaCy for you. 
| Bir. 1 can want nothing here; poſſeſſing thee, | 
[ 


; All my Deſires are carry'd to their Aim 
Ot Happineſs; there's no Room for a Wiſh, 
But to continue ſtill this Bleſſing to me: 
I know the Way, my Love, 1 ſhall ſlcep ſound, 

1/a. Shall I help to undreſs you? 

Bir. By no Means; 
P're been ſo long a Slave to others Pride, 
f To learn, at leaſt, to wait upon myſelf; 
8 You'll make Hats af... 8 
Ji. I'll but ſay my Prayers, and follow you 
| My Prayers! no, I muſt never pray again. 
Pravers have their Bleſſings to reward our Hopes: 
But I have nothing leſt to hope for more. 
What Heav'n could give, I have enjoy'd ; but now 
The baneful Planet riſes on my Fate, 
And what's to come, is a long Line of Woe; 
Yet I may ſhorten it 
I promis'd him to follow—— him! 
|: he without a Name ? Biren, my Huſband : 


| 


To 
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To follow him to Bed—my Hutband ! ha ! 

What then is Vil/rroy ? But Yeſterday 

That very Bed receiv'd him for its Lord; 

Yet a warm Wi:nels of my broken Vows 

O Biron ! hadſt thou come but one Day ſooner, 

[ would have follow'd thee through Beggary, 
Through all the Chances of this weary Lite. 
Wander'd the many Ways of Wretchedneſs 

With thee, to find a hoſpitable Gra ve; 

For that's the only Bed that's left me now. [7//:ep:nrg. 
What's to be done? — for ſomething mutt be 

done, 

Two Huſbands ! yet not one! by both enjoy'd, 
And yet a Wie to neither ! hold, my Brain— 

This is to live in common! Very Beafts, 

That welcome all they meet, make jutt ſuch Wives, 
My Reputation! O, 'twas all was lett me; 

The virtuous Pride of an uncenſur'd Life; 

Which, the dividing Tongues of Biron's Wrongs, 
And Filleroy's Reſentments, tear aſunder, 

To gorge the Throats of the blaſpheming Rabble. 
This is the beft of what can come to-morrow, 
Belides old Balduin's Triumph in my Ruin: 

I cannot bear it 
Therefore no Morrow: Ha ! a lucky Thought 
Works the right Way to rid me of em all; 
All the Reproaches, Infamies, and Scorns, 
„re ., S. will ud fur me. 
Let the juſt Horror of my Apprehenſions 
But keep me warm — no Matter what can come. 
"Tis but a Blou- yet I will ſee him firſt.— 
Have a laſt Look to heighten my Deipair 
And then to reſt for ever . 


Biron meets Fer. 


Bir. Deſpair ! and reft for ever ! Iſabella ! 
Theſe Words are far from thy Condition; 
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And be they ever ſo. I heard thy Voice, 
And could not bear thy Abſence: Come, my Love! 
You have ſtaid long, there's nothing, nothing ture, | | 
Now to deſpair of in ſucceeding Fate. 
Iſa. 1 am contented to be mitcrable, 
But not this Way; I've been too long abus'd, 
And can believe no more ; 
Let me ſleep on, to be deceiv'd no more. 
Bir. Look up, my Love, I never did deceive thee, 
Nor ever can; believe thyſelf, thy Eyes 
That firſt inflam'd, and lit me to my Love, 
Thoſe Stars, that ftill muſt guide me to my Joys. 
Ia. And me to my undoing : I look round 
And find no Path, but leading to the Grave. 
Bir. I cannot underftand thee, 
Ia. My good Friends above, 
T thank em, have at laft found out a Way 
To make my Fortune perfect; having you, 
I need no more; my Fate is finiſh'd here. 
Bir. Both our ill Fates, I hope. 
Ja. Hope is a lying, fawning Flatrerer, 
That ſhews the fair Side only of our Fortunes, 
To cheat us eaſier into our Fall; 
A truſted Friend, who only can betray you; 
Never believe him more—lt Marriag:s 
Are made in Heav'n, they ſhould be happier : 
Why was I made this Wretich ? 
Bir. Has Marriage made thee wretched ? 
Iz. Miſerable, bevond the Reach of Comfort. 
ir. Do I live to hear thee ſay ſo? 
Iſa. Why! what did I fay ? 
Bir. That I have made thee miſerable. 
I. No —You are my onlv earthly Happineſs ; 
And my falſe Tongue bely'd my honeſt Heart, 
It it ſaid otherwiſe. 
Bir. And yet you ſaid, 
Your Marriage made you miſcrable. 
1ſa. I know not what'I ſaid : 
I've ſaid too much, unleſs I could ſpeak all. 


Bir. 
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Bir. Thy Words are wild ; my Eyes, my Ears, my 
Heart, 

Were all ſo full of thee, ſo much employ'd 

In Wonder of thy Charms, I could not find it : 

Now I perceive it plain 
Ja. You'll teil no Body 
Bir. Thou art not well. 
Ia. Indeed 1 am not; I knew that betore, 

But where's the Remedy: 

Bir, Reſt will relieve thy Cares: Come, come, no 
more; 

Tul baniſh Sorrow from thee, 
= Baniſh firſt the Cauſe, | 

ir. Heav'n knows how willingly, 
Ji. You are the only Cauſe. 
Bir. Am I the Cauſc ? the Cauſe of thy Misfor- 
tunes ? 
Ja. The fatal innocent Cauſe of all my Woes, 
Bir. Is this my Welcome home? This the Reward 

Of all my Miſeries, long Labours, Pains, 

And pining Wants of wretched Slavery, 

Which I've out- liv'd, only in Hopes of thee ! 

Am I thus paid at laſt for deathleſs Love? 

And call'd the Cauſe of thy Misfortunes now ? 

JI. Enquire no more; *twill be explain'd too ſoon, 
[She :5 going off. 
Bir. What! Can'ſt thou leave me too ? 


[fe /tays her. 


[ Diſtra&e 1/7. 


Iſa. Pray let me go: 
For both our Sakes permit me. 
Bir. Rack me not with Imaginations 
Of Things impoſlible—Thou can'ft not mean 
What thou haft ſaid—Yet ſomething ſhe muſt mean, 
— Twas Madnels all —Compoſe thyſelf, my Love! 
The Fit is paſt ; all may be well again: 
Let us to Red. 
Iſa. To Bed! You've rais'd the Storm 
Will tever us for cver: O my Bron! 


While 
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While I have Life I ſtill muſt call you mine; 
I know I am, and always was, unworthy 
To be the happy Partner of your Love; 
And now muſt never, never ſhare it more. 
But, Oh! it ever I was dear to you, 
As ſometimes you have thought me; on my Knees, 
(The laſt time I ſhall care to be beliey'd) 
I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Clear of all Crimes, that thus can baniſh me 
From this World's Comforts, in my loſing you. 

Bir. Where will this end ? 

Iſa. The rugged Hand of Fate has got between 
Our meeting Hearts, and thruſts em from their Joys: 
Since we muſt part 

Hir. Nothing ſhall ever part us. 

Iſa. Parting's the leaft that is ſet down, for me: 
IIeav'n has decreed, and we muſt ſuffer all. 

Bir. I know thee innocent; I know myſelf fo: 
Indeed we both have been unfortunate ; 
But ſure Misfortunes ne'er were Faults in Love. 

Ia. Oh! There's a fatal Story to be told; 
Be deaf to that, as Heav'n has been to me! 
And rot the Tongue that ſhall reveal my Shame: 
When thou ſhalt hear how much thou haft been 

wrong'd, 

How wilt thou curſe thy fond believing Heart, 
'Tear me from the warm Boſom of thy Love, 
And throw me like a pois'nous Weed au ay: 
Can I bear that? Bear to be curſt and torn, 
And thrown out from thy Family and Name 
Like a Diſcaſe? Can I bear this from thee ? 
I never can : No, all Things have their End. 
When I am dead, forgive and pity me. 


* 


| ; [ Exit. 
Bir. Stay, my Iſabella ——— 
What can ſhe mean? Theſe Doubtings will diſtract 
me: 
Some hidden Miſchief ſoon will burſt to Light; 
I cannot 
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I cannot bear it ! — I muſt b. ſatisfied — =— 
'Tis ſhe. my Wife, muſt clear this Darkneſs to me. 
She ſhall if the ſad T le at laſt muſt come, 
She is my Fate, and beſt can ſpeak my Doom. 


[ Exz . 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Biron, Nurſe following bim. 


Bir. J Know enough: Th' important Queſtion 

Of Life or Death, fearful to be reſolv'd, 
Is clear'd to me: I ſee where it muſt end; 
And need enquire no more Piay let me have 
Pen. Ink, and Paper, I muſt write a While, 
Aud then I'll try to reſt to reſi: ! for ever. 
| [Exit Nurſe. 
Poor //ab:!/1! New I know the Cauſe, 
The Cauſe of thy Diſtreſs, and cannot wonder 
That it has turn'd thy Brain. If I look back 
Upon thy Loſs, it will diſtract me too. 
O, any Curſe but this might be remoy'd 
But 'twas the rancorous Malignity 
Of all ill Stars combin'd, of Heav'n and Fate —— 


Hold, hold my impious Fongue—Alas ! I rave: 


Why do Lax the Stars, or Heav'n, or Fate: 
They are all innocent of driving us 

Into Deſpair ; they have not urg'd my Doom : 
My Father, and my Brother are my Fates, 
That drive me to my Ruin. They knew well 
T was alive: Too well they knew how dear 
My J/ebella — O my Wife no more! 


How 
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How dear her Love was to me — Yet they ſtood, 
V ;th 4 mal Cious lil N Joy, food by, 


| And jau her give up all my Happinets, 
The Treaſure of her Beauty, to anc:her ; 

| Stood by, and {aw her marry d (o auwo her; 
| ' 


O cruel Father! and unnainal Brother! 

Shall nor I tell you that you have undone me? 

| I have but to accuſe you ot my Wrengs, 

| Ana then to fall forgo ten -- Cle:p or Death 

| Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my Pans: 

Either is Welcome; but the Hand of Death 

Works always ſure, and b.it can cloſe my Eves. 
Exit Biron. 

Eiter Murſe and Sampion. 

| Nurſe. Here's ftrange Things towards, Sampſon: 

| Wha will be he End of 'em, do you think! 

ES San p. Nay, marry Nurſe, [.can't ſee ſo far; but 

the Law, I believe, is on Huron, the firſt Huſband's 

Side, 

Nurſe. Les; no Queſtion, he has the Law on his 
Side. 

Samp. For J have heard, the Law ſays, a Woman 
muſt be a Widow, all out ſeven Years, before ſhe 
can marry again, according to Law. 

Nurſe.” Ay, ſo it does; and our Lady has not 
been a Widow altogether ſeven Years. 

Samp. Why then, Nurſe, mark my Words, and 
ſay 1 told you ſo: The Man muſt have his Mare 
again, and all will co well. 

Neurſe. But if our Maſter Villeroy comes back 
agai 1 

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the firſt Man 
that has had his Wife taken from him 

Narſz. For fear of the Worſt, will you go to 
the old Count, defire him to come as ſoon as he can; 
* may be Miſchief, and he is able to prevent it. 

Samp. Now you ſay ſomething, now I take you, 
Narſe ; that will do well indeed: Mi.chiet ſhould 
be prevented ; a little Thi: ng will make a Quarrel, 
v.hen there's a Woman in the Way, I'll abont it 
intantly ——— Exewnt. 
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SCENE dreun, /pews Bircn a//cep on a Couch. 
Iſabella comes in to him. 


Iſa. Aſleep ſo ſoon ! Oh happy thou! 
Who thus canft feep—I never ſhall ſleep more. 
If then to ſleep be to be happy, he 
Who fleeps the longeſt is the happieſt; 
Death is the longeft ſleep? Oh! have a Care, 
Miſchief will thrive apace. Never wake more. 
[Zo Biron. 
It thou didft ever love thy 1/abella, 
To-morrow muft be Dooms day to thy Peace. 
The ſight of him diſarms even Death itſelf. 
The ftariing Tranſport of new quick'ning Life 
Gives juft ſuch Hopes; and Pleaſures grows again 
With looking on him Let me look my laſt 
But is a Look enough for parting Love! 
Sure I may take a Kiis where am I going! 
Help, help me, Villeroy! Mountains, and Seas 
Divide your Love, never to meet my Shame. 
(Throws herſelf upon the Floor; after a ſhort Pauſe, 
ſhe raiſes herſelf upun her Elbow. 
What will this Battle of the Brain do with me! 
This little Ball, this ravag'd Province, long 
Cannot maintain — The Globe of Earth wants room 
And Food for ſuch a War I find I'm going 
Famine, Plagues, and Flames, 
Wide Waſte and Deſolation, do your Work 
Upon the World, and then devour yourſclves, 
The Scene ſhifts faft [ She riſes. ] and now tis 
better with me; 
Conflicting Paſſions have at laſt unhing'd 
The great Machine; the Soul itſelf ſeems chang'd ; 
Oh, *tis a happy Revolution here! 
The reas'ning Faculties are all depos'd ; 
Judgment, and Underſtanding, Common Senſe, 
Div'n 
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Driv'n ont, as Traitors to the public Peace. 
Now I'm reveng'd upon my Memory, 
Her Seat dug up, where all the Images 
Of a long mii-(pent Life, were riſing ſtill, 
To glare a fad Reflection of my Crimes, 
And ftab a Contcience thro” em: You are ſafe, 
You Monitors of Miſchicf! What a Change ! 
Jetter and better ftill ! This is the Intant State 
Of Innocence, before the Birth of Care. 
My Thoughts are ſmooth as the E//zan Plains, 
Without a Rub: the drowly falling Streams 
Invite me to their Slumbers. 
Wou'd I were landed there [ Sinks into @ Chair, 
What Noiſe was that! A knocking at the Gate ! 
It may be /ulleroy No matter who. 
Bir. Come, Iſabella, come 


| Biron in 4 Dream. 

Iſa. Hark, I am call'd. 

Bir. You ftay too long from me. 

J. A Man's Voice! in my Bed! how came he 

there ? 4 Riſes. 
Nothing but Villainy in this bad World ; | 
Coveting Neighbours Goods, or Neighbours Wives; 
Here's Phyſick for your Fever, 
[Draws a Dagger, and goes backwards to the Couch, 
Breathing a Vein 1s the old Remedy. 
Where do they go that ſend em? — This to try. 
[Juſt going to ſiab him, he riſes, ſhe knows him 
and ſhrie is. 
What do I ſee! 

Bir. Iſabella! arm'd! 

{/:. Againſt my Huſband's Life ! 

W ho, but the Wretch, moft reprobate to Grace, 
Deſpair &er hardned for Damnation, | 
Could think of ſuch a Deed ! Murder my Huſband ! 

Vir. Thou didſt not think it. 

J. Ma@nets has brought me to the Gates of Hell, 
And there has leſt me. O, the frightful Change 
Of my Diſtradions! Or, is this Interval 
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Of Reaſon, but to aggravate my Woes ; 
To drive the Horror back with greater Force 
Upon my Soul, and fix me mad tor ever? 

Bir. Why doſt thou fly me ſo? 

I. I cannot bear his Sight ; Diſtraction, come, 
Poll eſs me all, and take me to thyſelf; 
Shake off thy Chains, and haſten to my Aid; 
Thou art my only Cure —— like other Friends, 

le will not come to my Neceflities ; 
Then I muſt go to find the Tyrant out; 
Which is the neareft Way ? 
[ Running ot. 

Bur. Pocr Iabella, ſhe's not in a Condition 
To give me / Comfort, if ſhe could: 
Loſt to heric!t as quickly I ſhall be 
To all the World -— Horrors come fait around me; 
My Mind 1s overcaſt — the gath'ring Clouds 
Larken the Proſpect — I approach the Brink, 
And ſoon muſt leap the Precipice! O, Heav'n! 
While yet my Senſes are my own, thus kneeling 
Let me implore thy Mercics on my Wite, 
Releaſe her trom ker Pargs; and if my Reaſon, 
O'erv hclm'd with Viſeries. ſink before the 'Tempeſt, 
Pardon thoſe Crimes, Deſpair may bring upon me 


LX. 
Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Sir, there's Somebody at the Door muſt 


needs ſpcak with you; he won't tell his Name. 
Lir. I come to him — 


[Exit Nurſe. 
"Tis Bellford, I ſuppoſe ; he little knows 
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| S CEN E changes to the Street. 
Carlos enters with three Ruffians. 


Car. A younger Brother! I was one too long, 
Not to prevent my being ſo again —— 
We muft be ſudden — Younger Brothers are 
| But lawtul Baftards of another Name; 
| Thruft out their Nobility of Birth 
| And Family, and tainted into Trades: 
f Shall I be one of them? Bow, and retire, 
. To make more Room fer the unweildy Heir 
f To play the Fool in! No — 
But how I ſhall prevent it? ran comes 
To take Pofſeſhon of my Father's Love: 
Would that were all! there is a Birth-right too 
! That he will ſcize— Beſides, if iron lives, 
He will unfold ſome Practices, w hich I 
| Cannot well anſwer —— theretore he a die; 
| This Nighr muſt be diſpos'd ef: I have Means 
| That will not fail my Purpoſe — Here he comes. 
| | E ſer Biton. 
Bir. Ha! Am l heſet? I live but to revenge m. 
LThey ſurround him gg; Villeroy enters with 
two Servants, they rejcue him ; Carlos and his 
Parly fy. 
Vil. How are you, Sir? mortally hurt, I fear, 
| Take Care and lead him in. 
Bir. I thank you for the Goodneſs, Sir, tho' tis 
Beſtow'd upon a very Wretch ; and Death, 
'Tho' from a Villain's Hand, had been to me 
An Act of Kindneſs, and the Height of Mercy, — 
But I thank you, Sir. [Ae is led in. 


SCEN E changes to the Izſide of the Houſe. 


Enter Iſabella. N | | 
1. Murder my Huſband! O! I muſt not dare ; i 
Jo think of living on; my deſp'rate Hand, 
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In a mad Rage, may offer it again; 
Stab any where but there. Here's Room enough 
In my own Breaſt, to act the Fury in, 
The proper Scene of Miſchief, leroy comes; 
Villeroy and Biron come: O!] hide me from 'em 
They rack, they tear; let em carve out my Limbs, 
Divide my Body to their equal Claims: 
My Soul is only Biron's; that is free, 
And thus I ftrike for him, and Liberty. 

[ Going to /tab herſelf, Villeroy runs in and prevents 

her, by taking the Dagger from her. 
7. Angels defend and fave thee ! 
Attempt thy precious Life ! the Treaſury 
Of Nature's Sweets! Life of my little World! 
Lay violent Hands upon thy innocent Self ! 

Iſa. Swear I am innocent, and I'll believe you: 
What would you have with me? Pray let me go. 
— Are you there, Sir? you are the very Man 
Have done all this You would have made 
Me believe yon married me; but the Fool 
Was wiſer, I thank you: Tis not all Goſpel 
You Men preach upon that Subject. 

Vil. Doft thou not know me ? 

Ia. O, yes, very well. | Staring on him. 
You are the Widow's Comforter, that marries 

Any Woman when her Huſband's out of the Way: 
But I'll never, never take your Word again. 

Vil. I am thy loving Huſband, 
Iſa. I have none; no Huſband 
Never had but one, and he dy'd at Conf, 

Did he not? I'm ſure you told me fo; you, 

Nr ſomebody, with juft ſuch a lying Look 

As you have now: Speak, did he not die there? 
Vil. He did, my Liſe! 

Iſa. But ſwear it, quickly ſwear. 


Weeping. 


Biron enters bloody, and leaning upon his Sword. 


Before that ſcreaming Evidence appears, 

In bloody Proof againſt me —— 

[She ſeeing Biron, fwoons inte a Chair; Vil. helps her. 
Vit. 
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Vil. Help there; Nurſe, where are you ? 
Ha! I am diftracted too 
[ Going to call for Felp, fees Biron. 
Biron alive ! 

Lir. The only Wretch on Earth that muft not live. 

Vil Biron or Viſlerey muſt not, that's decreed. . 

Bir You've ſav'd me from the Hands of Murderers ; 
Would you had not, for Life's my greateft Plague, 
And then, of all the World, you are the Man 
I would not be oblig'd tn Iſabella ! 

I came to fall before thee © I had dy'd 
Happy, not to have found your Villeray here: 
A long Farewel, and a laft parting Kiſs. [A her, 

Vil A Kiſs ! Conſuſion ! It muſt be your laft. 

[ Draws. 

Bir. I know it muft here T give up that Death 
You but delay'a : Since what is paſt has been 
The Work of Fate, thus we muſt finich it: 

Thruſt home, be ture 

Vil. Alas! he raints ! Some Help there. 

Bir. Tis all in vain, my Sorrows ſoon will end. 

O Villeroy] læt adving Wretch entreat you, 
To take this Letter to my Father my Iſcbella 
Couldſt thou but hear me, my laſt Words ſhould 
bleſs thee. 

I cannot, tho' in Death, bequeath her to thee ; 

[To Villeroy. 
But could I hope my Boy, my little One, 
Might find a Father in thee—O, I faint ! 
I can no more— Hear me, Heav'n! O! ſupport 
My Wite, my Iſabella —Bleſs my Child! 


[ Faints, 


And take a poor, unhappy [ Dies. 
Vil. He's gone: — Let what will be the Conſe- 
quence, 


Fil give it him. I have involv'd myſelf, 
And would be clear'd; that muft be thought on now. 
My Care of her is loft in wild Amaze. 
( Going to Iſabella, 
Are you all dead within there ? Where, where are 
you ? (Exit, 


Iſabella 
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Iſabella comes to herſelf. 


Iſa. Where have I been? —Methinks I ftand upon 
The Brink of Lite, ready to ſhoot the Gulph 
That lies between me and the Realms of Reſt: 
Nut, ſtill detain'd, I cannot paſs the Strait; 
Deny'd to hve. and yet I muſt not die: 
Doom'd to come back, like a complaining Ghoft, 
To my uvabury'd Body Here it lies 

(Throws herſelf by Biron's Bady. 

My Bedy, Soul, and Life. A little Duft, 
To cover our cold Limbs in the dark Grave 
There, there we ſhall ſcep fafe and ſound together, 


Enter Villeroy with Servants, 


Vil. Poor Wre'ch ! 
herſelf : 
Remove her from the Body. 
[Servants going tn raiſe her 


upon the Ground ! She's not 


1/a. Never, never: 
You have divere d us once, but ſhall no more, 
Help, help me. Biron: Ha ! bloody and dead ! 
O, Murder, Murder ! You have done this Deed ! 
Vengeance! and Murder! Bury us together; 
Do any Thing but part us. 
Vi. Gen ly, gently raiſe her 
She muſt be forc'd away. 
| She drags the Body after her. They get her inte 
their Arms, and carry her off. 
Ia. O they tear me! Cut off my Hands 
Let me leave ſomething with him, 
They'll claſp him faſt 
O cruel, cruel Men! 
This you muft anſwer one Day. 
Vil. Good Nurſe, take Care of her: 
[ Narje follows her. 
All, all that TI am worth, 


Send for all Helps: 


Shall cheaply buy her Peace of Mind again. 
[To a Servant. 
Juſt 


Be ſure you do. 
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Juſt as I order'd you. The Storm grows 10ud— 
[ Anoching at the Door. 


I am prepar'd for it; now let them in. 


Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Bellford, Friends, with 
Servants. 


C. Bald. O, do I live to this unhappy Day ! 
Where is my wretched Son? 
Car. Where is my Brother ? 
They ſee him, and gather round the Body. 
Vil. I hope in Heav'n. 
Car. Canft thou pity him? 
W ih him in Heav'n! When thou haft done a Deed, 
'Th.t mutt tor ever cut thee from the Hopes 
Ot cver coming there 
Vil. I do not blame you 
You have a Brother's Right to be concern'd 
For his untimely Death 
Car. Untim-ly Death, indeed ! 
Vil. But yet you muſt not ſay, I was the Cauſe. 
Car. Not you the Cauſe ! Why, who ſhould mur- 
der him? 
We do nat aſk you to accuſe yourſelf ; 
But I muſt ſay, that you have murder'd bim; 
And will ſay nothing elle, till Juſtice draws 
Upon our Side, at the lond Call of Blood, 
To execute ſo foul a Murderer. 
Bel. Poor Biron ! ls this thy Welcome home! 
Friend. Riſe, Sir, there is a Comfort in Revenge, 
Which yet is leit you. [To Count Balavin. 
Car. Take the Body hence. [ Biron carry'd of. 
C. Bald. What could provoke you ? 
Vil. Nothing could provoke me 
To a baſic Murder; which I find you think 
Me guilty of. I know my Innocence; 
My Sctvants too can witneſs that I drew 
My Sword in his Defence, to reſcue him. 
Lel. Let the Servants be call'd 
Fr. Let's hear what they can ſay. 
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Car. What they can ſay ! Why, what ſhould Ser- 


vants ſay? 
They're his Accomplices, his Inftruments, 
And will not charge themſelves. It they could do 
A Murder tor his Service, they can lye, 
Lye nimbly ; and ſwear hard to bring him off, 
You ſay; you drew your Sword in his Defence: 
Who were his Enemies ? Did he need Defence ? 
Had he wrong'd any one ? Could he have Cauſe 
To apprehend a Danger, but from you ? 
And yet you reſcu'd him !--No, no, he came 
Unſeaſonably (that was all his Crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your Sport: 
You were new marry'd— marry'd to his Wife ; 
And therefore you, and ſhe, and all of you, 
(For all of you I muſt believe concern'd) 
Combin'd to murder him out of the Way. 
Bel. If it be fo 
Car. It can be only fo 
Fr. Indeed it has a Face 
Cir. As black as Hell. 
C. Bald. The Law will do me juſtice: Send for the 


Magiſtrate, 
Car. T'll go myſelf for hin Exit. 
Lil. Thete ftrong Preſumptions, I muſt own, in- 
deed, 


Are violent againſt me; but I have 
A Witneſs, and on this Side Heav'n too. 
—— Open that Door. 


Door opens, and Pedro is brought farward by Villeroy's 


pant. 


Here's one can tell you all. 
Pied. All, all: Save me but from the Rack, Ill 
confets all. 

V. You and your Accomplices deſign'd 
To murder Biron ?— Speak! 

Ped. We did. 

Fil. Did you engage upon your private Wronge, 
Or were empioy'd ? f * 
[4 * 
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Ped. He never did us Wrong, 
Vii. You were let on then? 
Ped. We were ict on. 
Vil. What do you know of me? 
Ped. Nothing, nothing : 
You iav'd his Life, and have diſcover'd me. 
Vil. He has acquitted me. 
If you would be reſolv'd of any Thing, 
He ftands upon his Anfwer. 
Bel. Who ſet you on to act this horrid Deed ? 
C. Bald. I'll know the Villain; give me quick his 
Name, 
Or I will tear it from hy bleeding Heart 
Ped. I will contels. 
C Bald. Do then. 
Ped. It was my Maſter Carlos, your own Son. 
C. Bald. Oh monttrous! monſtrous! moft unna- 


tural ! 

Bel. Did he employ you to murder his own 
Brother ? 

Ped. He did, and he was with us when 'twas 
done. 


C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid, horrid Tale, 
It is but juft upon me: Hiron's Wrongs 
Muft be reveng'd ; and I the Cauſe of all. 
Fr. What will you do with him ? 
C. Bald. Take him a-part —— 
I know too much. [Pedro poes in. 
Lil. I had forgot Your wretched, dying Son, 


Gave me this Letter for you. [Gives it to Baldwin. 
I dare deliver it : If it ſpeaks of me, 
I pray to have it read, 

C. Bald. You know the Hand. 

Bel. 1 know 'tis Biron's Hand. 

C. Bald. Pray read it. 


Bellford 
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Bellford reads the Letter. 


S I R, | 


J Find I am come only to lay my Death at your Door; 

am nam going out of the World ; but cannot forgive 
you, nor my br ther Carlos, for not hindering 1 poor 
Hife Ilabelli from werrying with Villero; ; when you 
both knew, from fo nary Letters, that I was alive. 


BIKOYN. 


J, How ! — did yon know it then? 
C. Lad. Amazement all!! 


Enter Carles, with Officers, 


O Carlos ! are you come? Your Brother here, 
Here, in a wretched Letter, lays his Death 
To you and me: Have you don any Thing 
To haſten his ſad End? 
Car. Bleſs me, Sir, I do any Thing? Who, I! 
C. Hd. He talks of Letters that were ſent to us: 
I never heard of any—Did you know 


He was alive? 


Car. Alive! Heav'n knows, not I. 

C. Bald. Had you no News of him, from a Report, 
Or Letter, never ? 

Car. Never, never, I. 

Bel. That's ftrange, indeed: I know he often writ 
To lay before you ihe Condition, To C. Baldwin. 
Of his hard Slavery : And more I know, 

That he had ſ-veral An cis to his Letters: 
He (aid, they came from you; you are his Brother, 

Car. Never trom me. 

Gel. That will appear. 

The Letters, | believe, are ſtill about him; 
For ſome 0: *cm I faw but Yeſterday. 

C. Bald. What did thoſe Anſwers ſay ? 

Bel | cannot ip cak to the Particulars ; 
But 1 remember well, the Sum of em 
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Was much the ſame, and all agreed, 
That there was nothing to be hop'd from you ; 
That 'twas your barbarous Reſolution 
To let him periſn there. | 
C. Bald. O Carli! Carla! hadft thou been a Bro- 
ther 
Car. This is a Plot upon me; I never knew 
He was in Slavery, or was ahve, 
Or heard of him, beſore this fatal Hour. 
Bel. There, Sir, I muft confront you : 
He ſent you a Letter, to my Knowledge, laſt Night; 
And you ſent him Word you would come to him— 
I fear you came too ſoon. 
C. Bald. Tis all too plain. 


Bring out that Wretch before him. [Pedro produc d. 


Cer. Ha! Pedro there Then I am caught indeed. 
Bel. You ftart at Sight of him ; 
He has confeſt the bloody Deed. 
Car. Well then, he has confeft, 
And I muſt anſwer it. | 
Bel. Is there no more? 
Cor. Why !—what would you have more ? I know 
the worſt, | 
And I expect it. 
C. Bald. Why haft thou done all this ? 
Car. Why, that which damns moſt Men, has ruin'd 
me, 
The making of my Fortune, Viren Rood 
Between me and your Favour : While he liv'd, 
J had not that; hardly was thought a Son, 
And not at all a-kin to your Eſtate. 
I could not bear a younger Brother's Lot, 
Jo hve depending upon Courteſy 
Had you provided for me like a Father, 
I had been ftiil a Brother. 
C. Bald. Tis too true, NR 
I] never lov'd thee, as I ſhould have done: 
It was my Sin, and I am puniſt'd for't. 
Oh! never may Diſtinction riſe again 
In Families: Let Parents be the ſame 


To all their Children; common in their Care, 


And 
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And in their Love of *em—lI am unhappy, 

For loving one too well. 

Vil. You m9 your Brother liv'd ; why did you 
take 

Such Pains to marry me to Iſabella ? 

Car. I had my Reaſons for't 

Lil. More than I thought you had. 

Car. But one was this 

I knew my Brother lov'd his Wife ſo well, 

That it he ever ſhould come home again, 

He could not long out-live the Loſs of her. 

Bel. If you rely'd on that, why did you kill him? 

Car. To make all ſure. Now you are anſwer'd all, 

Where muſt I go? I am tir'd of your Queftions, 

C. Bala. I leave the Judge to tell thee what thou 
art; 

A Father cannot find a Name for thee. 


But Parricide is higheft Treaſon ſure 


To ſacred Nature's Law; and muſt be ſo, 

So ſentenc'd in thy Crimes. Take him away 
The violent Remedy is found at laft, 

That drives thee out, thou Poiſon of my Blood,“ 
Infected long, and only foul in thee. [Carlos Id of. 
Grant me, ſweet Heay'n ! thy Patience to go thro' 
The Torment of my Cure—Here, here begins 

The Operation—Alas ! ſhe's mad. 


Enter Iſabella diſtracted, held by her Nomen: her Hair 
diſhevelled; her little Son running in before, being 
efraid of her. 


Vil. My Iſabella ! Poor unhappy Wretch ! 

What can I ſay to her? | 

Iſa. Nothing, nothing; tis a babbling World 
T'l hear no more on't. When does the Court fit ? 
I'll not be bought What! to ſell innocent Blood ! 
You look hke one of the pale Judges here, 
Minos, or Radamanth, or Kc. 

I have heard of you. 

I have a Cauſe to try, an honeſt one; 

Will you not hear it? Then I mu appeal 
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To the bright Throne—— Call down the heav'nly 


Pow'rs | 

To witneſs how you uſe me. 
Nom. Help, Help, we cannot hold her. : 
Y:l, You but enrage her more. | 
C. Bald. Pray give her Way; ſhe'll hurt no Body. | 
Iſa. What have yon done with him? he was here | 
| | 


but now; 
I ſaw him here. Oh Biron, Biron where, 
M here have they hid thee from me? He is gone— 
But here's a little flaming Cherubin 
Child. O ſave me, ſave me! [ Running to Baldwin, 
Jja. The Mercury of Heav'n, with filver Wings, | 
Impt for the Flight, to overtake his Ghoſt, 
And bring him back again. : 
Child. 1 fear ſhe'll kill me. | 
C. Bald. She will not hurt thee. [She flings away, 
I/a. Will nothing do ! I did not hope to nnd | 
Juftice on Earth; tis not in Heav'n neither. : 
Biron has watch'd his Opportunity 
Softly ; he fteals it from the ſleeping Gods, | 
And ſends it thus Stab, herſelf. | 
Now, now I laugh at you, defy you all, 
You Tyrant Murderers. 
Vit. Call, call for Help: O Heav'n! this was too 
much. 
C. Bald O, thon moſt injur'd Innocence! Yet live, 
Live but to witneſs for me to the World, 
How much I do repent me of the Wrongs. 
Th' unnatural Wrongs, which I have heap's on thee, 
And have puli'd down this Judgment on us all. 
Vii. O ſpeak, ſpeak but a Word of Comior: to me. 
C. Bald. If the moſt tender Father's Care and Love 
Of thee, and thy poor Child, can make Amends— 
O yet lock up, and live. | 
Iſa. Where is that little Wretch? [They raiſe her. 
I die in Peace, to leave him to your Care. 
I have a wretched Mother's Legacy, 
A dying Kils ——-pray let me give it him, | 
My Bletling ; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 
O may 
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O may thy Father's Virtues live in thee, 
And all his Wrongs be bury'd in my Grave. 


[ Dies. 
Vil. She's gone, and all my Joys of Life with her. 

Where are your Officers of Juſtice now ? 

Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody Bar. 

Accuſe, condemn me ; let the Sentence reach 

My hated Life — no matter how it comes, 

I'll think it juſt, and thank you as it falls, 


Sclt-murder is deny'd me: Elſe, how ſoon 
Could I be paft the Pain of my Remembrance ! 
But I muſt live, grow grey with ling'cing Grief, 
To die at laſt in telling this ſad Tale. 

C. Bald. Poor wretched Orphan of moſt wretched 

Parents ! 

Scaping the Storm, thou'rt thrown upon a Rock, 
To periſh there; the very Rocks would melt, 
Soften their Nature, ſure, to foſter thee : 
I find it by myſelf. My flinty Heart, 
That barren Rock, on which thy father ftary* d, 
Opens its Springs of Nouriſhment to thee : 
There's not a Vein but ſhall run Milk for thee. 
O, had I pardon'd my poor Liron's Fault 
His firft, his only Fault—this had not been. 


To erring Youth there's ſome Compaſſion due; 

But while with Rigour you their Crimes purſue, 

What's their Mistortune, is a Crime in you. 

Hence learn, offending Children to forgive: i 

Leave Puniſhment to Heay'n — tis Heav'n's Pre- 
rogative. 
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